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PEACEFUL LAND <

Lake Hopatcong, Still Reflecting the
Indian, Draws the Caucasian

to Her Shores.
rI./AKE Hopatcong, N. J., Saturday.

| j ERE the general atmosphere is so

'5.I peaceful, notwithstanding the many
I I cottages and camps on the nigh

wooded hills encircling the lake, that
liie old Indian name Hopatchung or Pipewaterstill seems appropriate. From a
balloon height one might see how like a

calumet the Musconetoong River is in outline,curving down and up and away from
the lake, which sets like a carving on the

(face of the bowl, and then passing on
through the beautiful Musconetcong Valley.True, there is not so much of the

I river since the Morris and Essex Canal
became an outlet for the lake, but enough
remains to prove the Indian's poetic
truth.

If you take a whiff from this pipe there
l will be no ill result. Lake Hopatcong is
i

"

the smoker's and fisherman's paradise,
f Many an amufing tnd interesting bit

of summer life you may catch with your
mental camera while rowing leisurely
along the shores. Here two stalwart
campers in brown and yellow jerseys are
calmly washing out their underwear on
their own little dock; in the background is
a white tent in which are evident preparationsfor the midday meal; sleeping
tents are near, and the whole aspect proclaimsa college camp. Further on is an
orthodox summer cottage, with stonework,

i jounaations, hammocks, rustic bridges, a
lecarlet blanket on a sunny cliff and a generallyup-to-date appearance. Then comes
a turreted castle with an air of feudal
grandeur. Next is a group of small dwellKings and tents combined; one girl with
her yellow hair unbound is sitting on a
log and singing, not the Lorelei, but

Row. sister, r>w; row with eare;Don't lose the proseneo of the passenjare.
The sunburned, bareheaded girl rowing

alone up to the landing answers with a
melodious college yell.

Listening to their-chatter, you enter a
Jittle cove and, "catching a crab," plunge
Bidewise toward a wide hatted fisherman,
whose stolid, good natured face wrinkles
into a very evident "Donner und Blitzen!"
You do not apologize, for his luck in any

case is problematical. It is not just here
that ho will find the black bass, perch or

pickerel in good measure, though the sunfishmay jump at his bait. So you cheerjfully call out, "What luck?"
* 'Too many fishermi :i for the fish!" he

tehouts laconically, and you meekly row
on past Bishop's Rock and Bonaparte's
Landing and away from the Devil's StairWaytoward the River Styx, where as just
retribution for your sins you bump your
dreaming head against the low timbers
of the bridge that bars your entrance.
But what care can remain with you

gliding along into this glassy stillness?)
You see the water lilies opening, and you
look for the blue heron which in times
past stood upon a sunny point. So still
it is, you scarcely dip an oar. A dead
yellow perch floats in among the purple
blossoms of the water knot weed

M ferns droop over the stone upon whlcn two
riurues are oasKing in tne sun. A bine

Earning needle darts by you. These are
the true interests of summer life, and you
decide that your doll is not stuffed with
fawdust after all.

A mode"} reminder of the Indian past
Is the small camp on "the road to Mount
Harry.that favorite mountain walk in
which you always go up one way and fin;:
every time a different way of coming back.
Park Cloud and his family have made for
Oemselves tables, stools and benches from'

agh, un,;ilaned wood, and eat from cheap,
i zed e ocko y. and wear ( alico und wool|Jen of ">;} melancholy d sign.

A Ye; tr.r; have the true olive skin an l
*

straight black hair, and keep their birthlightair of dignity. They are never In a

iiirry, not even to sell the line and tfisteI1'nl basket' work which is brought out by
jifce little girl, a study for a painter, in the
picturesque costume she sometines wears.

r A ( jimp ot anothor calibre you Ann
when walking toward Chestnut Point. By
the roadside is an automobile, and a trim
young woman waves aside the pink lemonadewhich her escort laughingly offers.
He points to the long table b

H
there on this warm August day, or from
another tent the gayer striped candy and

fl| festive ice cream.
From another tent looks out the gypsy

fc^jalmist, who scattered lightning spells
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DP "PIPE WATER."
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from her dark eyes yesterday on the hotel
piazza. How neatly she distributed childrengalore to the childless, husbands and
wives to those who had plenty.and perhaps,to spare. To avoid strange possibilities,perhaps "an early death," you shake
your head resolutely, too, and hasten back
along the well kept road, past the handsomecoLtages on rocky terraces sloping
far above you and shaded by the freshest
of foliage.

The social relations here between the
cottagers and hotel patrons are, in the
main, fceerand more pleasant than is u^ual
in resorts of the better class. The first
cottagers, some twenty years ago, were
interested in the rfotel Company and the
Land Improvement Company, which developedthe values of this eastern shore,
and they brought their own friends to be
hotel patrons. Then from 1896 to 1899 the
hotel became a splendidly equipped club
house. Those were palmy days, indeed, socially,if not' financially^
The transition period appears to be nearlyover now and there is a return to early

traditions. Cottagers, the best of them,
attend the hotel hops and musicales, and
in the amateur minstrel show recently
given a number appeared as Tambo, Bones,
the middleman, coon warblers and clog
dancers. Some of the most laughable jokos
had a distinctive local flavor.not Limjburger, but the best cottage cheese.
But such humor is elusive. Apologizing

to Burns, "You write the joke, the point
has fled." Wiser it is to simply say that
for grave or gay, for business man or
scientist or writer who wants to refresh
his brain in the ozone of cool heights; for
the summer gif-l who wants plenty of men
to talk with; for the woman of fashion
Iwho wants to display her gowns or her
skill at cards, there is amusement enoughto satisfy all needs.
And over all broods Constantly the peace°f etemal hills whose shadows darken

yv ater pure and clear as only water can Dethat is fed from living springs.

LAST WEEK ON THE LAKE
The continuation of merriment on thepart of visitors to Lake Hopatcong showsthe season still at its zehith.
1 he chief attraction of the week was the

regatta held from the Breslin dock.
To-night the annual carnival will begiven. The shores are decorated with t^.

anese lanterns, Chn campers are preparing
large camp fires, and launches, steam, sail
and row boats that will take part are elaboratelytrimmed. Prizes will be awarded
for the be.st 'boat and shore illuminations.
The judges are Mrs. W. H. Barron, Mrs.
A. P. Hexamer, Mrs. E. A. Richard, Mrs.
Roderick Byington, Mrs. Joseph R. King,
Mrs. Herman Kohlbusch and George N.
Campbell.
Colonel G. G. Green and family, who

have been spending the Summer here, left
on Friday in their private car for Woodburv.N.J.
The latest arrivals at,the Breslin are;.

A. N. Newell, Miss Phelan, Miss E. Haas,
Miss H. B. Scott. J. W. Doyle, Mr. and
Mrs. Edward Gebhard, M. J. Foote,
Thomas P. Clark, Harold A. Rosenbaum,
E. Membauer. R. F. McConnell, M. S.
Flood. Miss Julia MaguL-e. Alfred Merrill,
Mr. and Mrs. Davis, C. Df> I-ancey Allen,
Adele R. Wolf, Mrs. J. M. Mallon, Miss

j unci. iridjiuii. mew iorK; .miss M. M.
Williamson, Mrs. C. E. Nixon, Mrs. L.
Boyle, George Straub, Charles Egle, Fred
E. W. Egle. M. Eglo, W. Egle, Edward
Egle. Henry Krons, Brooklyn; C. B. Bance,
Jersav Citv: Robert E. Safford, Thomas
H. Reynolds, Bayonne, and Mr. and Mrs.
Peter Oakes. Pt. Louis.

The Marigold's Message.
In a dainty blue envelope,
With the violet's faint perfume

And a seal of glowing crimson,
Was a sprig of golden bloom.

Just a marigold of yellow,
Gathered in the diamond de'B"

Of a green old fashioned garden
Where the rose and myrtle grew.

But I read its secret message
From the note that went before,

Which had borne my tale of passion
By the postman to her door.

For thfe velvet petalled blossom
Told her answer, curt and cold,

To a youth with empty pockets:.
"No; for I must marry gold."

- - MINNA IRVING.

^
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MERRIEWOLD IS ALl

A Place in Which to Throw Ofi
Care and Grow Young

Again.
Mkrrikwold, N. Y., Saturday.

NESTLED among the hills of Sullivar
iounty, on the borders of a beautifu!
lake, is a summer resort known as
Merriewold. It is quite unknown tc

fame, but the fortunate few who repah
thither each year love it heartily and line
it "merrie" as its name promises.
Merriewold is not grand in scenery, noi

is it wildly picturesque, hut it possesses a

peculiar charm that endears it to the
heart, like Byron's heroine who "was
not violently lively, but stole upon the
fancy like a May day breaking" (I hope
that is right; I haven't my book at hand).

Truly the sunshine falls with a specia
tenderness upon one here, and the a'i
laden with the spicy breath of the pines
and swoet ferns has a delightfully buoyantana exhilarating effect. The cloisterlikestillness is broken only by the sound
of falling water as it rushes over rocks
in a white sheet of foam, and then, In lazy
mood. a& though repenting its haste, "slips
down through moss grown stones with
endless laughter." From the hills beyond,
where some Sisters of St. Dominic arte
settled, comes at intervals a chapel^ bell
calling to prayers. The Angelus gave a
last touch of peacefulness to the scene.
The Inn is at one end and the cottages

mostly at the other of the lake, and surely
never was there a more friendly colony.
There are no cliques nor exclusive sets
among us, nor do we claim the remotest
kinship with the "Four Hundred." A
lovely spirit of good fellowship and democracyreigns which banishes formality.

There Is, I will admit, a little difference
felt between "the Inn people" and the
cottagers, such as Susan Nipper insisted
upon as marking her Superiority over the
worthy Richards. We cannot but feel they
arc- "temporaries" only. We have, too,
our "old families".the pioneers of Merriewold.whoplume themselves somewhat on
having been here first, stfrt of Columbuses,
and enthusiastically describe the joys of
the "camping out" summer, some fourteenyears ago, before there were any cottages.The later comers listen to these
narratives respectfully and try not to feel
envious. v
Some of the new cottages are very elaborate.One is to be a fac-simile of a

Japanese dwelling and is to be approached
by an avenue of pines interspersed with
Jhe flowering cherry f<?r which Japan is
noted.
Cf course, we have swimming and rowing,and fish are to be caught m the Merriemereby him who has patience, but

these recreations nre a back number with
us who at present are enjoying a mushroomcraze and spend our days hunting for
fungi.
We have a learned botanist and mycologistamong us and we have caught the

fever. Every one collects toadstools, and
every one eats them, too, after he has
passed judgment. It is curious how many
Gf the repulsive looking growths we were
taught to shun as poisonous, even to
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. ITS NAME IMPLIES.
:

f touch, are harmless, and often good eating.We are growing learned on the subject.Merriewold children share in our
searches and knowledge, and gravely dis-
cuss the merits of the boletus or cantha-j
cent appearing amanita phalloides.

Our walks are simply lovely. Eagle's
Rock and Lover's Lane are very popular,
and a delightfully "creepy" one is down a
fern bordered footpath which grows more

; and more twilighty and mysterious till
you reach a copse of hemlocks, through

- whose interlacing boughs scarce a ray of,
light penetrates. Such a spot, one fan,;cies, may have eerved as a trystiVig place
for the ill fated Effie Deans and her hand|some, reckless Geordie.

; Perhaps these scenes are better suited
to legends of Indians Whose trail is still
over the fair lands they once possessed.
Some memory of the red man lingers yet
iri the names of hills and streams.a little
touch of pa/thos like the sadness of a tale
that is told. Local traditions cluster
around a vast moss grown mound in the
heart of the forest supposed to be the
grave of a certain famous chieftain known!
as Catsunpic, for whom we entertain a
profound respect.
Merriewold is a place to throw off care

and grow young again. It casts a spell
over the sick, sorry or sad to charm them
Into health and cheerfulness.

\V/ATER GAP IS
UAIINliNU I IN hAVUK

Delaware Water Gap, Pa., Saturday..
Steadily this resort is gaining in popularityand in the number of visitors.
On Friday evening a progressive euchre

was held in the parlor of the Kittatinny
for the benefit of the Catholic chapel
across the river. Prizes were won by Mrs.
Charles Pfeiffer, Mrs. J. McArdle, Mrs. E.
G. McKenna, Anna M. Mannion, M. M.
Harris, Miss M. Madder, H. J. Schumacher,!
S. Dickson, T. P. Mooner, Mrs. Hagner, N.
Sullivan and Miss E. Buckhorst.
At the Kittatinny a very enjoyable concertwas given by William H. McCollin.

Mrs. H. S. Johnson, of Brooklyn, is enjoyingthe picturesque scenery of the Gap.
H. B. Davis, of New York city, is enjoyingthe golf links of the Cald*|iio Club

while staying at the Oaks. Miss Battie, of
New York city, is entertaining the visitors;
at the Kittatinny with her singing and
playing.

C. E. Heinle and Miss Heinle grave a
mandolin, guitar and banjo concert in the
Kittatinny.
Mr. and Mrs. William Schuessler, of}

Brooklyn, are registered at the Oaks. Mr.
and Mrs. E. B. Stott, of Brooklyn, are
enjoying the social life at the Kittatinny.
On Saturday eveninr an enjoyable po- j1tato race was held in the Arlington. The

first prize was won by Margaret Clark,
second, Mabel Reinhart; third, Ethel
Webb; fourth, Mrs. Faucett; fifth, Emily
Spencer, and booby, Ethel Spencer.
Mr. and Mrs. D. Fuscher and daughter,

of New York city, are enjoying the pure
air of this resort during an extended visit
at the Riverside House.
Mr. and Mrs. J. J. Hawes, of Brooklyn,

are registered at the Water Gap House.

f
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11 AKE MOHONK AND
L ITS INFLUENCES

Environment Which Is Most Inviting
and Which Often Leads

to Sentiment.
Lakt: Mohonk, N. Y., Saturday.

AFTER passing the valley, with its
straight, dusty roads leading bj luxuriantfarms, with grazing cows and
barefooted, big eyed children, the surreycomes to.the woods. It is a gentle

glide from heat to coolness, from the hot
sun to the shade, where there are fresh,
damp odors of green growing things and
a delicate tracery of waving shadow
brandies across the road.
The horses pull steadily up a winding incline,pausing now and then to rest when

there is only the sound of the creaking
harness, the flutter of a speeding sqjuirrs)
and the whisper of the woods. It is a

serpentine climb the carriage takes, past
huge rocks, brown with lichen; the gentle
till.' of a mountain brooklet, glimpses of
a sudden vallev of awavlng tw tons-
hasty glancts of a craggy mountain, far
above, and then quickly, after an hour's
drive, a dash around this mountain, on
a level road, where laurel and green foliageare flowering in cranny nooks. The
carriage clatters along, spins around a

corner, and suddenly there is revealed
through the moving trees a picturesque
little lake, cuddled in the lee of the mountain,dark green with its depth of a hundredfeet, where the menacing, overhangingrocks stoop down to meet it. A clatter
over a wooden bridge and you are at Lakt
Mohonk,

Lake Mohonk, unique in its personality,
for it has a personality, and unique in:
its physical characteristics; Mohonk, with
its surprising lake, its luxuriant flower
gardens, its rotfks, its scenery and its proprietor,Albert K. Smiley.
You mount the piazza which overhangs

the lake itself. There is a view of a great,
roomy office where oftener than not wood
fires crackle and rog.r. On tne way to
your rooms you see that the hotel is a

strange mixture of the old and the new.
the old, almost ramshackle buildings of a
decade or two decades ago, the new mod-
ern six story structures of stone, the one
side looking out upon the dimpling lake,
the other on the valley of the Wallkill.
Your rooms are surprisingly large, and

wherever they may be each has its pri-i
vate piazza with its splendid view. From'
the east side of the hotel there are the:
lake, with Sky Top towering right above
it; the flower gardens, with wild rose
bushes, and peonies and pansies and sweet
peas and bright hued phlox, with quaint'
summer houses in stone and wood, half|
hidden amid treen and flowers. From the
west side the valley, with its farms and
pastures and wooded pacts, and scattered,
houses spread out in curious, irregular!
checker squares, and back of them the'
lofty Catskills, grand, magnificent, sharp-1
ly silhouetted in undulating outline against
the sky.
And everywhere in sight and out are:

quiet walks and paths, up the mountain,
down to the valley through the woods,
soft beds of pine needles and mossy earth
beneatn and an arch«or whispering, wavingtrees overhead, and always tucked
away, .summer houses, "lookouts-," they
call them, just built for two. the very
spot for a man and a girl. No wonder en-
gagements are so many; it is so easy for
two to lose themselves.

But the people who come to Mohonk
are no less an attraction than the environments.It is filled with representatives of
the best sort of society from all the big
Eastern cities, women of culture and fashIon,men of high repute in business and
in the professions, pretty girls fend college
boys, all of them clean and refined, with
brains. There is no "fast set" at Mohonk,;
and surely this is tiiique fo.r a sumnvsr
resort.
Diversions.these come naturally\ from

the place and its people. After mail call
in the morning.a quaint old custom of
calling out mail in the office, with those
whose names are mentioned responding'
"Here," quite after the manner of board-j
ing school.there may be golf, first a trip
of two miles over the mountain in a lumberingstage, and then, according to one's
age, eighteen or thirty-six holes, some
with an eye to the game, others for their
companions.never mind the little white
ball.
Or perhaps tennis on the courts close by

the h«fel, doubles.of course you and she
are on the same side of the net then. After
thls just a short paddle on the balf mile
toy like lake, she lounging in the stern,
you admiring in the bow.
Then a cooling plunge in the lake. Dinner,perhaps ping-pong or bowling or a

walk together through the woods, clam
bering over easy obstacles, resting in sentimentalsummer houses, drinking in the
warm green smells, picking posies, going
hand in hand through dark caves, talking
only as much as 'befits good friends.
A drive over the winding roads or elsf

out on the lake again in the soft twilight, <

\
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Albx.vndbia Bat, Saturday. . Societj
members of the summer colony had s

minstrel show in the parlors of tha FrontenacHotel last Friday evening. A numberof patrons from New York had r61e£
in the performance. Robert Forsythe, J
Barnes Wells and Royal Atwell, of1 New
York, were very amusing' as end men
While ^Irs. Studebaker McKowen ^.nd Mrs
Adelaide Carrick, of Philadelphia, mad<
splendid hits as end women. Miss Heler
Forsythe sang "Yaller Scream" in a delightfulmanner. The monologue of "Bob'
Forsythe, entitled "Egotistical Ebb,'
ghowed fine amateur talent.
Charles G, Emery, of New York, gave a

> .

"

At "wooPBouRPE, yumvair c

you with a pipe, she with a book and candy.In the evening there are moonlight
drives and couples out on the water with
a mandolin, and etrolls through the star lit
gardens and games and lectures by distinguishedvisitors and now and then a vaude:
ville show given and received with zest by
the boys and girls of the hotel.
That, in outline, faint outline, is L,ake

Mohonk, with its charming people, its naturaland cultivated diversions, its dimplinglake, its rugged mountain, its flower
gardens, its rocks and scenery.

FAIR MEMORIES OF
' BLUE RANGEELY LAKE

Inspiration of Maine Mountains
and the Picture the

Mind Retains.
Raxgeley, Me., Saturday.

DEEP, deep blue and clear rises the
dome of sky over Rangeley Lake.
Never was vaunted blue of Italy more
beautiful; softer it may be, but somehowit lacks the sparkle which seems to

lurk in these blue heavens and to send
down vital energy upon us. The lake
gives back the blue of the sky until one
doubts which is the deeper.a lake of infinitevariety, so smooth at times that its
unbroken surface reflects the perfect
image of tree and floating cloud. Again it
is whipped by the wind into angry white
waves, which surge on the stones of the
shore till one almost feels, with a little
salt added, you could take surf "baths here
in the heart of the mountains.
All around us are the rising hills, just

high enough to make one feel cut off from
the maddening whirl of the city out beyondthe heights, just low enough and
with openings between to let one know one
may escape back to the fascination of the
whirl, strengthened by the close touch
nrif Vi v> o fnra horn fnrn fhnn oq n rl fonf o Kaitq*

the sea.
Groves of balsam tempt one to their

shade and along the lake stand the white
birches, waving a welcome with their delicatebranches and leaves. All abouf are
fertile meadows.
They are fine, clean folk, these of the

Maine mountains, who take us back to the
days of the pione'ers. Indeed, one mayseethese in the flesh, for on the main
street live "Old Uncle Tim," as they call
him, Timothy Tibbets and his wife, both
deep in the nineties, who greet you pleasantlyand tell you tales of the long ago.
"We raised enough to keep us through

the year. Raised grain and hay and children,"said the old man. "Schoolin'?
T'Vmr-f, nracn't

selves. 'Twasn't much, but enough to
get along on."
Thevillage, of about twelve hundred

souls, is built quite close along the main
street, and straggles in all directions from
it. It is clean and neat and prosperous,
its people being guides and lumbermen,
and depending on the trade of summer
visitors. Fishing begins When the ice
goes out in May and lasts into October.
The guides*are wise and keep a fish hatcheryfor trout and salmon with which to
stock the ponds and lakes.
"We depend on the fishin'," said its

keeper, "and if they hain't no fish the people'llnot come, and so we try to keep
plenty or nsn ror em."
Here one sees Senator Beveridge, of

Indiana, in sweater and knickerbockers,
starting for a long tramp or ride, bare
headed and seeming to enjoy nature as
few do. He is a man nervous, wiry, with
strong face, full of energy and will. Here
he takes his rest and exercise and stores
up strength for the Senatorial struggles.
From here, too, the start is made for a

few days in camp at Kennebago Lake, to
which no railroad has yet penetrated, and
which can be reached only over a buckjoardroad, which Senator Beveridge says
ne prefers to go over at night, "because
you can't see the rocks over which you
must drive."
Tennis has ite <5evoteeii. but is not able

to compete in favor with golf. Then the)
ong drives with the constantly changing
/istas, the shadows on the hills, the fields,
jold and brown and green in the changing
ights. One fairly gasps at some new view
jpening in all its beauty when sky and
iloud and hill and field combine to impressyou with thearfglory of our mother
Mature.

We cannot stay as long as we would
ivish, and so goodby to Rangeley, glorious
Rangeley, with free, crisp air and nights1
when the moon brings out in clear view
?very beautiful curve of hill and field.'
lights which have already turned the;
naples to a glowing red that reminds us
;hat fall is near. Then let us take back
o the city an abiding picture of their
jrilliance against the calm, deep green
mckgroqnd of the eternal pines.
Forest and hill and vale, lake and little,
ushing rill, fish for sport and speckled;
jeauty, fun and frolic, beautiful scenes
ind fresh, invigorating mountain air, a
>leasant abode and good food and company.What more can one ask to take
>ack in memory to gild the gloom of
irearv winter davs? I
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r grand ball at his country seat, on Calumet
i Island, Thursday evening. Mr. and Mrs.
Hudson P. Rose, of New York, are enter-taining iri their summer home, on Hose

; Island, Mrs. W. W. Stone and Miss Mar.guerite Stone, of New York, and Mrs. JarvisM- Adams.
Mr. and Mrs. H. M. Adams, of Cleveland,and Miss Janot Sharp, of New York

> are the guests of Mr. and Mrs. D. G
i McEwen, at Wildwood Island. Charles R
Skinner has returned to his home, in Al'bany, after spending the greater part oc
the* apucmi his: r>rvf"ta ire* n^ar T *s»

rence Park. Mrs. Skinner and family will
l remain at the cottage for a time.

^
^
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Hid away high
on caesar's head

"Skyland" a Spot Few Find, an/
Where All Who Do Enjoy

Themselves.v.
Caesar's Head, S. C., Saturday.

SOUTH for the sumcmer! What an odd
choice it seems to be! Yet we who
gave two hot June days to retracing
an unforgotten pilgrimage from Now

York to this famous peak of the Blue Ridge
Mountains are wrapped in content with all
rtlir =

We dwell in skyland. Four thousand
feet of rich timbered, crag broken, sun

soaked, wind swept uplands lift us to our

airy height. How is it possible to realized
New York's baking streets and opvn
trenches, the war and clamor of traffic
and trolley, as we drift through the crisp,
gold green days up here?

Deep in the green wood, yet girdled with
peaks, is our dwelling place, the sumptuousforest creeping to the very summit,
glazed at places with stream wet rock
walls shining through the trees and toppod
by the great granite mass that gives to
the mountain its name.

Below the Head, an eccentric formation.
ou the sheer mountain side that shapes a

wonderful bearded face.below the Head,
under a velvet haze that pales or deepen3
its blue tone as the temperature changes,
but never altogether lifts throughout the
summer, South Carolina lies throbbing in
the heat. Cotton fields, corn fields, fallow
and woodland in patched light and shade,
dashed with tawny streaks of open earth,
glinting with waters and etched by red clay
roads like carmine threads.

This Piedmont district.the Land of the
Sky, the Sapphire Country, as it is variouslycalled.the locality chosen by a Vanderbiltas the site of the finest private
residence in the United States, is much
travelled by tourists, and yet very few
Northerners find their way to "Caesar's
Head. Possibly this fact, which we do
not wish to alter for its results, gives to
the place its charming, quaint air.
Primitive almost in its simplicity, there

is yet much of rough luxury about it, and
:very season sees it filled with visitors,
principally from the nearby regions, althoughCharlestonians and Atlanta people
rally here also, and, of course, the usual
quota of transients who drive up for tho
sunset and sunrise, drifting away again
before the day is hot.

Prettiest of all are our "singing evenings,"when the nfoon grows big. Then we
troop in gay companies along the steep,
shadowy paths to the Head, piling ourselvesall over the big rock mass.snoon-

;ng a bit, I fear, those in the background.
and pouring out a flood of song, sad and
glad, over the silver mist hung valley, led
by one lovely opera-destined voice. Could
romance ask for more? Guitars and mandolinssoftly purling and the Arkansas
girl's thrilling contralto mounting through
the night. >

The big old hotel is paint-worn and
shabby now, but within are exquisite cleanlinessand all essential comfort. It was

built in ante-bellum days by Colonel Hasood,of Pickens county.the original part
now only a portion of the present structure.ashis summer home. Later he erectednumerous cottages for the use of hi3
friends and connections, some of which
remain yet. War time swept away the gay
little colony and the adjacent farm whereonseventy-flve slaves labored to provide
all the needfuls of life at "Hagoods."

Then followed years of empty silence,
broken only once when the Federal army,
crossing from Tennessee, came over the
mountain and spread camp and vatcU> Area
along\the southern slope. In reconstf\-):tioo
days the house was enlarged and opened
as a hotel.
The little white cottages under the fc>road

islands of shade of the big trees are put to
various uses now. In one we play pool and
billiards, another is th« inevitable studio.
Our long rustic bowling alley sees great
sport, although the lance-.lre of green
lights that pierces between the wall slats
makes markmanshio a ma.' nf upti.-'ul *

faith. M
M

There are trouting trips to Buck Forest m
and tramping and riding parties along the
ridge or down to the innumerable wat<

fallsthat toss their plumes over the clif
Mail time tlnds us eagerly v. ...tching

the old mountaineer's figure aFng the f<^B
est path. A quaint Rip Van Winkie,^M
appears at last accompanied by his hiH
pointer Trouble, swinging the
Fnited States mail bag easily.the
tion of all the men for his fine ph^H
a much sketched person. Frorry^B
Mountain, five miles below, wh^B
nearest post is delivered, he walks
that we may have our mail. Ten
day at sixty ^dd years!


